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JAMES   RAtUP 


/  often  think  when  quietness  is  laid 

Above  me  in  a  coverlid  of  stars, 

And  pain  is  beaten  back  and  nothing  mars 

The  pool  of  silence  that  the  night  has  made: 

That  surely  men  do  live  for  more  than  death! 
Else  why  should  we  forever  seek  and  cryf 
And  then  the  night  wind  stirs  —  7  hold  my  breath 
And  hear  the  feet  of  Beauty  walking  by. 


SING  A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE 

Wisdom  had  a  fine  house 
Set  upon  a  hill, 
Folly  kept  a  grass  hut 
By  a  little  rill. 

Wisdom  in  his  strength  haar 
Taken  Pain  to  wife, 
Folly  in  his  weakness 
Wed  the  Joy  of  Life. 

Soon  the  Pain  of  Wisdom 
Beaconed  all  the  land, 
While  the  Joy  of  Folly 
Led  him  by  the  hand. 

Wisdom  died,  and  Folly 
Followed  in  an  hour, 
And  their  dust  commingled 
Burgeoned  in  a  flower. 

Sing  the  Joy  of  Folly, 
Sing  of  Wisdoms  Pain: 
What  is  Life  but  Living, 
What  is  Death  but  gain? 
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MYSTERY     J* 

When  I  was  burdened  overlong 

I  put  my  heart  into  a  song. 

Or  when  my  grief  was  great  and  deep 

I  turned  my  face  and  went  to  sleep. 

Now  all  the  coins  of  laughter  I 
Do  fling  like  birds  across  the  sky! 

Ah,  who  am  I  that  you  should  be 
Kinder  than  song  or  sleep  to   me. 


THIS  MORNING     <* 

This   morning  when   the  dawn   had  picked  her  roser 

And  gone  a-marketing  across  the  hill; 

When  four-o-clocks  put  up  their  pretty  noses 

To  tell  the  ragged  robins  to  be  still, 

The  echoes  were  asleep  —  all  unattended 

Your  name  ran  down  the  air,  the  hills  were  dumb, 

And  so  I  knew  another  dream  was  ended: 

I  called  and  called  you,  and  you  would  not  come. 


IRISH  STORY    <* 

He: 

Now  where  would  you  be  going 
With  April  on  the  lea, 
And  all  the  larks  in  Ireland 
Shouting  joyously? 

She: 

Yon  is  a  cot  and  chickens, 
Brown  pigs  that  number  four: 
And  where  could  I  be  going 
But  home  to   them,  Asthoref 

And  where  might  you  be  going? 
Who  are  so  bold  and  free? 

He: 

And  where  could  I  be  going 
But  home  with  you,  Machree. 


IF 


If  Time  goes  on  forever 

Untouched  by  Death  or  Birth, 

And  only  stars  remember 

This  star  we  call  the  Earth 

Then  our  mad  dreams  of  Beauty 

Are  worth  ...........  what  dust  is  worth. 

Oh  live  for  all  that's  in  you! 

Even  now  the  trap  is  set, 

And  there's  no  joy  vouchsafed  you 

Save  what  yourself  can  get. 

It  is  too  late  for  longing 

When  life  and  death  are  met. 


VAGABOND     # 

Once  1  sent  my  heedless  heart 
Burgeoning   and   free. 
Now  I  wonder  sorry-wise 
Where  my  heart  can  be. 

And  I  sit  upon  the  sill 
Staring  at  the  sky, 
Greeting  all  the  vagabonds 
'Til  my  heart  go  by. 


LAND'S  END     <* 

I 

I  know  that  there  are  heights  I  shall  not  climb, 
Untrodden  trails  —  seas  that  I  shall  not  cleave, 
Roses  shall  bud  and  blow  against  a  wall: 
Across  their  sun  my  shadow  shall  not  fall 
Nor  gate  click  after  when  I  leave. 

Sages  will  mark  and  poets  rhyme 

The  pageants  passionate  of  summer 's  lore, 

But  I  shall  never  waken  more 

With  morning  golden  on  my  floor 

Nor  lie  where  honeysuckle  keeps  the  scented  thyme 

II 

I  go,  and  evening  flames  forgetting  me     .     .     .  . 
Forgetting  all  I  loved  and  could  not  keep. 
My  name  is  like  a  name  that  aimlessly 
Fell  from  the  lips  of  God,  and  He  asleep. 

Twilight  remembers  for  a  little  space 
A  memory  too  distant  to  repeat    .... 
Upon  the  hill  the  moon  half  hides  her  face 
As  night  lets  fall  the  stars  about  her  feet. 


OH,  NEVER  THE  LEAF    <* 

Oh,  never  the  leaf  of  the  oak  shall  turn 

To  scarlet  where 

Autumn  above  the  bracken-fern 

Unbinds  her  hair, 

And  the  golden-rod  and  the  sumac  burn 

In  the  smoke  blue  air: 

But  my  heart  will  be  caught  in  the  subtle,  net 

Of  frost  and  sun 

And  with  tears  unhid  my  eyes  be  wet 

For  a  summer  done. 


COM/AT  THROUGH  THE  RYE 

Betty  has  a  brown  lad 
Marta's  lad  is  fair. 
Sarah's  lad  has  freckles 
And  carrot  hair. 

Betty  has  a  dark  lad 
As  fine  as  you  will  see! 
But  every  lad  that's  flitting 
Belongs  to  ME. 


ABELARD     <* 

My  face  is  dim  and  hallowed: 
A  nunnery  of  stone 
Where  all  the  arches  echo 
With  penitential  moan. 
(My  heart  is  crystal,  shining 
Rain  from   roses  'blown!) 

My  grey  grim  feet  go  marching 
To  sacrificial  chant, 
My  cowled  shadow  falling 
The  sacred  sun  aslant   .... 
(Of  you  I  must  stop  thinking: 
I  cant!   I  can't!   I  can't!) 


10 


TO  A  CHINESE  MAIDEN    <* 
The  night  has  eaten  her  fill  of  stars 

from  the  gold  plate  of  the  moon. 
My  heart  sits  at  the  table  of  memory 

breaking  the  bread  of  loneliness    .... 

Into  what  garden  have  your  little  feet  taken  you.... 


TO  ONE  MERRY-HEARTED 
Dress  of  white  where  once  was  red, 
Roses  round  your  lovely  head: 
Death  has  never  taken  braver  .... 
Are  you,  as  an  angel,  graver? 
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TO  A  MODERN  GIRL     # 

I  know  why  you  leaned  down  to  kiss 
A  stranger  child,  and  why  you  patted 
A   shrinking  dog:  metallic  miss 
Correctly  jrocked,  serenely  hatted    .    . 

Humility  upon  a  whore 
Sits  wryly  as  a  vesture. 
You  should  appreciate  me  more 
And  spare  yourself  the  gesture. 


SONG     <* 

I  am  past  all  hunger  now, 
Past  all  need  or  caring. 
There  remains  in  life  for  me 
Neither  deed  nor  daring. 

Time  that  mints  the  golden  coin 
I  am  ever  flinging'. 
Mark  my  passing  down  your  road, 
Hear  my  gypsy  singing! 

"I  that  was  a  silver  seed 
Am  a  bitter  berry. 
I  that  loved  a  thousand  loves 
Am  a  solitary. 
Bid  me  stay  and  I  will  go, 
Bid  me  go,  I  tarry." 

I  am  past  all  hunger  now, 
Past  all  need  or  caring. 
There  remains  in  life  for  me 
Neither  deed  nor  daring. 
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PIERRETTE    «* 

You  said:  "Love  is  a  sunny  thing — " 
Your  hair  was  all  a-cloud. 
You  said:  "Love  is  an  humble  thing 
Ah,  you  were  proud! 

You  said:  "Great  love  is  generous — 
And  all  y»ur  fosses  kept. 
But  when  you  said:  "To  love  is  joy — 
/  turned  and  wept. 
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PIERROT 


Be  touched  not  by  this  sorrow, 
Nor  heed  me  when  I  pray   .... 
/  shall  forget  tomorrow 
You,  whom  I  love  today. 

My  sorrow  is  a  vesture 
I  don  to  make  sad  quips, 
My  prayer  a  pretty  gesture 
To  win  unto  your  lips. 

II 

For  if  I  really  sorrow'  d, 
'Twere  nor  for  love  of  you, 
But  that  my  heart  were  harrow'd 
Because  I  cant  be  true. 

And  were  I  really  praying 
'Twere  not  for  lover's  dole, 
When  I  should  need's  be  saying 
An  Ave  for  my  soul. 
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CARNIVAL     <* 

When  the  swift  pantomime  of  life  is  over 
And  on  this  sorry  play  the  curtains  close, 
When  the  last  faint  applause  is  done,  and  slowly 
Out  of  the  dark  cold  house  the  little  audience  goes. 
Be  not  too  sorrowful,  oh  friends  who  watch  the 

story : 

Pierrot  was  cursed  with  death  before  his  birth. 
It  is  enough  he  had  a  moment's  glory — 
The  play  is  done!    Pierrot  goes  back  to  earth. 
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NEW  ORLEANS  NIGHT      «* 

Night  is  a  dark  woman 

standing  under  the  arc-light  of  the  moon. 
She  has  stars  on  her  fingers,  stars  in  her  hair; 

her  breath  is  a  soft  wind  among  the  laurel  leave 

Night  is  a  black-brow 'd  woman 

leaning  against  the  lamp  post  of  the  world. 
She  smiles,  and  beckons  and  retires 

beyond  the  yellow  doors  of  the  dawn. 
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IT  IS  NOT  MEMORY    <* 

//  is  not  memory  that  makes  me  sad, 
When  memory's  all  I  have  of  younger  years, 
To  bind  me  to  the  glorious  hours  I've  had: 
It  is  forgetting  that  invokes  my  tears! 


EXULTATION    # 

You  said  I  might  not  kiss  your  hand,  you  said 
That  love  could  never  join  the  north  and  south; 
And  then  today  I  came  —  and  found  you  dead. 
And  called  you  by  your  name  and  kissed  your  mouth. 
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LOVELORN  QUAKER     <* 

I  have  not  prayed  for  seven  days, 
Nor   Thy  forgiveness  sought. 
For  one  so  weak  I  have  not  been 
As  suppliant  as  I  ought. 

Lord  now  I  cry  my  sin  to  Thee: 

Another's  face  I  longed  to  see 

Thy  pardon  Lord,  for  I  confess 
That  I  did  worship  loveliness! 
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WHEN  I  WAS  YOUNG     <* 

When  I  was  young  and  Memory 
Seemed  such  a  pleasant  guest, 
Why  then  I  thought  that  Memory 
Was  gentlest  and  best. 

Now  I  am  old,  forgetting 
Is  wiser  far,  I  find. 
There  is  no  balm  for  sorrow 
Like  a  forgetting  mind. 
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SONG  TO  A  RETURNING  ROBIN    # 

Tall  trees  have  lifted  me  against  the  sky. 
Green  hills  have  opened  valleys  to  my  feet 
Where  I  have  heard  the  night  ivind  wake  and  sigh 
Among  the  hawthorn  blossoms:  "Sweet,  ah  sweet!" 
And  oft  my  feet  have  trod  in  sea-green  shoon 
The  silver  pathway  to  the  silver  moon. 

Beauty  has  kissed  me  with  her  tender  mouth 
And  when  the  winter  wearies  me  with  cold 
She  sends  an  early  robin  from  the  south, 
Saying  that  April  comes  on  feet  of  gold. 
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NONSENSE  RHYMES     <* 

I 

Nothing  is  sincere  save  dust. 
J'irtutt,  as  she  poses, 
Is  remembering  wine  and  lust   . 
Ribaldry  and  roses. 

II 

There  be  lasses  under  sod 

Love-forsaken. 

There  be  blossoms  on  the  clod 

Rain-wind  shaken. 

From  the  vain  and  jaded  hour 

Beauty  passes. 

Constancy  —  Forgotten  Flower! 

Lies  with  lasses. 
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/  know  not  what  to  scatter 

What  to  keep. 

If  it  much  or  little  matter 

When  I  weep. 

Love  be  steadfast,  love  be  straying, 

There's  no  ease  in  cursing,  praying: 

"Heart  be  still,"  I  must  be  saying, 

"Let  me  sleep." 

There  are  frozen  grasses  dying  on  the  sad, 
And  the  milkweed's  silk  is  drying  in  the  pod. 
Autumn  verges  on  December  .... 
I  remember  to  rememer: 
"Love,  Oh  little  ashen  ember, 
"Go  with  God!" 
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MIDSUMMER 


The  chestnut  trees  are  dripping  frothy  bloom 
And  on  the  summer  silence  of  my  room 
A  rustling  shadow  through  the  window  falls 
Where  ivy  clings  and  clambers  up  the  walls. 

In  this  the  noon  and  summer  of  my  days, 
1  should  be  glad  a  multitude  of  ways   .... 
My  thoughts  are  like  the  wheel  upon  a  mill: 
Turning  and  spinning  though  the  wind  is  still 

II 

I  think  if  I  had  loved  you  yesterday  — 
Had  given  you  the  hour  I  give  you  nowf 
I  could  be  more  content  with  what  you  say 
And  ivould  not  question  why  or  why  and  how, 

But  yesterday  has  left  me  all  her  ivisdom, 
And  bitter  wisdom  was  the  best  she  had: 
That  love  is  never  consummate  in  loving 
And  gladness  is  not  ever  wholly  glad. 
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SONG    «* 

Oh  I  may  be  unkind  to  you 

And  beat  you  with  a  knout, 

And  I  may  open  up  my  heart 

And  cast  you  out. 

But  I  shall  love  you  dearly 

As  long  as  I  may  love, 

And  you  shall  have  fair  warning 

When  you're  to  move/ 
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COURTESAN    # 

The  Righteous  have  a  dreamless  sleep, 
The  Just  are  undisturbed. 
(Mother  Mary  let  me  dream 
And  be.  a  bit  perturbed!) 

The  Right  and  Just  have  virtue 
To  keep  them  from  alarm, 
But  I  have  had  a  dear  lad 
And  slept  upon  his  arm. 
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FRIEND    * 

This  much  we  have  in  common,  you  and  I: 
To  listen  in  the  darkness  for  a  cry, 
To  walk  in  time  to  Beauty's  golden  drums, 
To  wait  a  dream,  a  dream  that  never  comes. 


PRESIDIO  PEACE 

"    ....    day  that  I  have  loved,  the  night  it  here.'* 

—Rupert  Broott. 

Long  shadows  are  upon  the  hill. 
Within  the  dusk  the  little  stars 
Come  out  and  sit  upon  the  sill 
Of  Heavens  door;    the  slender  spars 
Of  anchored  ships,  like  silver  bars, 
Reach  high  above  the  sea-tide,  croon 
And  beat  the  night-watch  on  the  moon. 
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TO  A  FOOL    <* 

I  do  not  ask  that  God  be  good  to  you, 
Knowing  that  God  is  wise  and  may  not  care 
Or  understand  how  fools  love  the  sweet  air, 
Sun's  beaten  gold,  sky's  flowering  gentian  blue, 
Or  all  the  thousand  things  to  us  more  fair 
Than  hope  of  heaven  to  one  whose  hell  is  due. 
I  do  not  ask  that  God  give  peace  to  you: 
It  would  be  but  one  more  unanswered  prayer. 

I  know  the  peace  that  your  wild  soul  requires 
Comes  not  from  God  nor  yet  from  human  kind; 
I  am  a  fool,  and  know  by  what  strange  fires 
You  are  consumed.     We  two  are  of  one  mindt 
One  blood,  one  brotherhood  —  to  us  were  given 
-Souls  of  dream-dust  which  never  can  be  shriven. 
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IT  SEEMS  NOT  STRANGE       <* 

It  seems  not  strange  to  me  that  you  forget: 
You  were  not  shaken  by  the  winds  of  passion. 
Nor  moved  to  such  wild  words  as  men  regret 
As  being  untraditional  of  manly  fashion. 

I  do  not  seek  the.  reason  for  your  going, 
Nor  any  casual  motive  to  discover    .... 
What  troubles  me  is  never  to  be  knowing 
How  I  had  dared  to  think  of  you  as  'lover/ 
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SPENDTHRIFT    # 

The  day  is  spent  in  dreaming 
Caught  round  with  iron  bars. 
The  day  is  spent  in  dreaming, 
The  night  is  spent  with  stars. 

I  am  forever  spending, 
Nor  asking  where  nor  why, 
For  dreams  go  on  unending 
Like  stars  act  osi  the  sky. 
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REWARD    * 

Wat  it  for  this  I  shaped  my  dayt 

To  make  a  ring  about  your  feet 

Where  none  might  come  except  in  praise 

And  every  morning  named  you  sweet? 

Was  it  for  this  —  this  faint  regret t 

This  NOTHING  which  you  call  my  due? 

I,  who  remember,  must  forget? 

Oh,  very  well!    Be  damned  to  you  I 
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ANNE    * 

When  Death  hat  wrapped  you  in  his  dull,  grey  stuff. 
And  quieted  your  laughter  and  your  song, 
I  wonder  if  there  will  remain  in  all  the  world  enough 
Beauty  to  tempt  my  weary  feet  along. 


32 


LIAR    # 

The  lie  you  told  to  get  away 

hurt  more  than  your  going. 
Indifference  I  can  bear,  and  casual  ness  .... 
Thwarted  desire  has  lain  in  my  bed 

white  nights  without  number. 

Long  after  my  hands  forget 

your  body's  perfection 
I  must  remember  you  were  not  brave  enough 

for  truth, 
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VARIATIONS  ON  A  THEME 

Life  is  a  silver  farthing 
Snatched  ere.  it  can  be  spent; 
Life  is  a  whining  beggar 
Crouched  by  his  noisome  tent. 

Life  is  a  strain  of  music. 
Part  of  a  puppet  dance — 
Life  is  a  weary  gaming, 
Death  is  a  splendid  chance. 

Work  till  your  work  is  over 
Dream  till  your  dream  is  done: 
All  of  us  under  the  clover 
Will  be  one. 
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JOHN  DONNE     <* 

I  am  not  great  of  courage  but  these  hands 
Have  labored  in  the  fields,  these  eyes  have  wept. 
There  is  no  rendezvous  of  human  grief 
Or  burden  bearing  that  I  have  not  kept. 

Lord  I  am  penitent  for  having  spurned 
My  humble  dwelling  and  my  brother  clod, 
And  this  Thy  bitter  lesson  I  have  learned: 
We  mortals  are  the  frozen  tears  of  God. 
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SONG     <* 

I  think  I  shall  not  care  how  distantly 
Beyond  the  shores  of  Heaven  or  of  Hell 
I  shall  be  carried  on  that  shoreless  sea 
Sailed  by  death's  dim  grey  caravel, 

If  the  wan  moon  will  loose  her  silver  hair 
Upon  those  waters  where  dead  stars  disport: 
Though  Heaven  be  passed  I  think  I  shall  not  care. 
A  dream  of  beauty  is  the  better  port. 
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THEODORE     * 

Let  you  read  in  your  round  voice 
Some  Millayan  sonnet. 
Let  the  flower  of  your  smile 
Blossom  slow  upon  it. 

The  translation  of  your  mind 
Written  on  your  face 
Is  like  a  birch  tree  in  the  wind'. 
Full  of  sudden  grace. 
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BLAND     <* 

You  were  meticulously  sad 

And  quite  polite. 

I  played  the  down  .  .  .  the  moon  tossed  down 

A  silver  light. 

Love  stretched  his  hands  to  you,  and  you 

Walked  coldly  by. 

I  hid  him  in  a  motley  grin 

"My  child,  don't  cry!" 
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TO  MARY  —  CONTRARY    <* 

Oh  Love  will  leave  us  on  this  quarrelsome  way 
And  turn  into  some  pleasant  little  lane, 
And  we  will  stand  aloof  and  watch  him  stray 
Farther  and  far,  nor  call  him  back  again: 
For  I  have  all  my  father's  family  pride 
And  you  are  stiff-necked  on  your  mother's  side. 
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FLANEUR.    # 

1  am  a  stroller  down  Earth's  busy  street, 
An  idler  in  the  market-place  of  time; 
I  am  a  taster  of  forbidden  sweet , 
1  am  a  fool  whose  tasseled  cap  is  rhyme. 

These  are  my  dreams— and  they  not  worth  a  penny! 
Give  me  a  smile,  and  I'll  be  on  my  way — 
Must  you  have  a  moral?   Indeed  I  haven't  any. 
Unless  it  be:   "A  fool  must  have  his  say." 
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